An Oft Unmentioned Part of Ripley's Twelve Gates, found at the end
(see Theatrum Chemicum Britannicum, p 189 et seq.)

[ I have replaced Ripley's Old English with modern.  Where the english
word is 
not known, I have left the original]

		AN ADMONITION, WHEREIN THE AUTHOR
		DECLARETH HIS ERRONEOUS EXPERIMENTS.

After all this I will thou understand
For thy safeguard what I have done
Many Experiments I have had in hand;
As I found written for Son and Moon,
Which I will tell the rehearsing sone [sic]:
	Beginning with Vermillion which proved nought,
	And Mercury sublimed which I dear bought.

I made Solutions full many a one,
Of Spirits, Ferments, Salts, Yerne and Steel;
Wanting so to make the Philosophers Stone:
But finally I lost each deal,
After my Books yet wrought I well;
	Which evermore untrue I proved
	That made me oft full sore aggrieved.

Waters corrosive and waters Ardent,
With which I wrought in diverse wise,
Many one I made but all was spent,
Eggs shells I calcined twice or thrice,
Oils for Calx I made up rise;
	And every Element from other I did twine,
	But profit found I right none therein.

Also I wrought in Sulphur and in Vitriol,
Which folks do call the Green Lion,
In Arsenic, in Orpiment, sowle  mot them fall;
In debili principio was mine Inception:
Therefore was frawd in fyne the Conclusion;
	And I blew my thirst at the Cole,
	My clothes were bawdy, my Stomach was never whole.

Sal Armoniac and Sandever,
Sal Alkali, sal Alembroke, sal Attincar,
Sal Tartar, sal Comyn, sal Gemme most clear;
sal Peter, sal Sode, of these beware;
For the odor of Quicksilver keep the fare:
	Meddle not with Mercury precipitate,
	Neither with impasted Bodies rubificate.

I proved Urine, Eggs, Hair, and Blood,
The Scales of Yern which Smithys do of smite,
Aes Ust, and Crokeser which did me never good:
The soul of Saturn and also Marcasite,
Litharge and Antimony not worth a mite:
	Of which gay Tinctures I made to show,
	Both Red and White which were untrue.

Oil of Luna and water with labor great,
I made Calcining it with salt precipitate,
And by hyt self with violent heat
Grinding with Vinegar till I was fatigued:
And also with a quantity of Spices acuate;
	upon a Marble which stood me in oft in cost,
	And Oils with Corrosives I made; but all was lost.

Many Amalgam did I make,
Wenyng to fix these to great avail,
And thereto Sulphur did I take;
Tartar Egges whites, and the Oil of the Snail,
But ever of my purpose did I sayle:
	For what for the more and what for the less,
	Evermore something wanting there was.

Wine, Milk, Oils, and Rennet,
The Slime of Stars that falleth to the ground,
Celydony an Secundynes with many more yet,
In these I practiced as in my books I found,
I wan right nought, but lost many a pound;
	Of Mercury and Metals I made Crystal stones,
	Wenyng that hyt had been a work for the nonce.

Thus I roasted and boiled as one of Gebers Cooks,
And oft times muy wynnyng in the Asks I sought;
For I was deceived with many false Books
Whereby untrue thus truly I wrought:
But all such Experiments availed me nought;
	But brought me in danger and in combraunce,
	By loss of my goods and other grievence

For the love of our Lady such lewdness eschew,
Meddle with no falsehood which never proved well;
Assay when thou wilt and thou shalt find me true;
When shalt thou nought but lose every deal,
Pence in thy Pauwkner so shalt thou feel:
	In smokes and smells thou shalt have myckle woe,
	That unnethe for sickness on Earth shalt thou go.

I never saw true work truly but one,
Of which in this treatise the truth I have told.
Study openly therefore to make our Stone:
For thereby may thou win both Silver and Gold,
Upon my writing therefore to ground the be bold:
	So shalt thou lose nought if God be thy guide,
	Trust to my Doctrine and thereby abide.

REMEMBER HOW MAN IS MOST NOBLE CREATURE,
IN EARTHS COMPOSITION THAT EVER GOD WROUGHT,
IN WHOM ARE THE FOUR ELEMENTS PROPORTIONED BY NATURE:
A NATURAL MERCURIALITY WHICH COST RIGHT NOUGHT,
OUT OF HIS MINERA BY ART IT MUST BE BROUGHT;
	For our Metals be nought else but mineras too,
	Of our Sun and our Moon, wise Raymond said so.

The clearness of the Moon and of the Sun, bright,
Into these two Mineras decendeth secretly,
Howbeit the clearness be hid from thy sight:
By craft thou shalt make it to appear openly,
This hid Stone, this one thinnkg therefore putrefy:
	Wash him with his own broth till white he become,
	Then ferment him wittely, now here is all and some.

Now to God Almighty I thee Recommend,
Which grant thee by Grace to know this one thing,
For now is this Treatise brought to an end:
And God his Mercy to his blysse us bring,
Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus, where Angels do sing:
	Praying without ceasing his gloriouse Majesty,
	Which he in his Kingdom grant us for to see.
